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The time doth pass, yet shall not my lovej
Though I be far, always my heart is near.
Though other change, yet will not I remove;
Though other care not, yet love I will and fearj
Though other hate, yet will I love my dear;
Though other will of lightness say adieu,
Yet will I be found steadfast and true.

When other laugh, alas then do I weep;
When other sing, then do I wail and cry;
When other run, perforced I am to creep;
When other dance, in sorrow I do lie;
^ hen other joy, for pain well near I die;
Thus brought from wealth, alas, to endless
That undeserved, causeless to remain.

LXXXV

'HOW should I
Be so pleasant,
In my semblant,
As my fellows be?*

Not long ago,

It chanced so,

As I did walk alone,

I heard a man

That now and than

Himself did thus bemoan:

*Alas,* he said,
*I am betray'd,
And utterly undone}
Whom I did trust
And think so just,
Another man hath won.

*My service due

And heart so true

On.her I did bestow:

I never meant

For to repent,

In wealth nor yet in woe.